7 be mojl lamentable Tragcclie 

For thefe, T ribu ncs> in tht duftl write 

My harts deepe languor* an d my foules fad tcares •• 

Let my teares ftanen the earths dric appetite. 

My (bnnes fweet blood, will make it fhamc and blu/h s 
O earth, I will befriend thtemorewith raine 
That (hall diftillfrom thefe twoaticient ruines, 

Then youthfull Aprill iTiall with all his fhowre?. 

In Summcr^drooght, lie drop vpon thee ftill, 

In Winter with warmc tcares lie melt the fnow* 

Andkeepe eternall fpring time on thy face, 

So thourefufeto drinkc my decre fonnes blood; 

Enter Lttciniy with his weapon drawne* 

Oh rencrent T ribunes, oh gentle aged men, 

Vnbinde my fonnes, reuerfe the doome of death* 

And let me fay (that neuer we pt before) 

JVly teares are now preuailing Oratours* 

Larins. Oh noble father you lament in vainc^ 
TheTribuncs hearc you not, no man is by. 

And you recount your forrovves to a ftone; 

Titus . Ah Larins for thy brothers let me plead, 

Graue Tribunes^ once more I intrrat ofyou. 

Lucius, My gracious Lord* no Tribune heares you fpcak* 
Titus . Why tis no matter man, ifthey did heare 
They would notmarke me, or if they did marke* 

All bootleffevnto them* 

Therefore I tell my forrowes booties to the ftoncs. 

Who though they cannot anfwere my diftreffe, 

Yet in (omefort they are better then the Tribunes, 

For that they will not intercept my talc : 

When I doe weepe, they humbly at my fecte, 

Rcceiuc my teare^ and feeme to weepe with me, 

And were they but attired in graue weedes, 

Rome could afford na Tribune like to thefe* 


of Thu* Androniau] 

A (lone is foft as vnxcJfribsates more hard then (tones : 
A (lone is filent, and oflendeth not, 

And Tribunes with their tongues doomemer i to death* 
But wherefore dandfi thou with thy weapon drawnc? 
Lucius. To refeue my two brothers from their death, 
For which attempt theludges hauc pronound 

Mv euerlafting doome of banilhment. 

T,tus. O happy man, they hauebefnended thee: 
Why foohflr Lucsus, dod thou not perceaue 

That RoroeisbutawildernesofTigers? 

Timers mud prey, and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mine: how happy artthou then. 

From thefe deuourers to be banilhed? 

But who comes with our brother Marcus heere . 

E nter Ai arcus and Laftsr'ta. 

CMareus. Thus, prepare thy noble eyes to weepe, 

Or if not fo, thy noble heart to breake s 
I brin CT confumin.gforrow to thine age. 

Titus- Willitconfumeroe? Let me fee it then, 
iMarc. This was thy daughter, 

Titus* Why Marcus fo fhe is. 

Lucius. Ayeroe.thisobiettkilsme. 

Titus'. Faint-harted boy, arife and looke vpon her, 

Speake£<*#i»*' 1 , what accurfcd hand, 

Hath made thee ha ndlefiein thy F athers fight } 

What foole hath added water to the Sea ? 

Or brought a faggot to bright burning T roy ! 

My griefe was attheheightbeforethou catnd, 
And°now like N)lus it difdaineth bounds : 

Giueme afword lie chop off my hands too. 

For they haue fought for Rome, and all in vairic : 

And they liaue nurd this woe, in feeding life: 

In bootelcfle prayer hauc they bene held vp, 

And they haueferu’dmeto efiPeftleflevfe, 
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